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has a rather unpleasant effect against the deep, time-
worn color of the church, the fagade of which, with
its two rose windows, one large, one small, its three
beautiful, mellow-toned doorways, and its curious
and somehow touching, though stolid, statues, is
very fine. The interior, not specially interesting,
contains some glorious Gothic stalls dating from the
fifteenth century. They are of black wood, relieved
with bosses and tiny statuettes of bright gold, and
above each one is the half-length of a gilded and
painted man, wearing a beard and holding a scroll.
The Porta Marina, through which the chief harbor
is gained, is remarkable for its carved, dark-gray
lion, companioned by two white cherubs of stone
brilliantly full of life despite their almost terrifying
obesity. One of the most beautiful things in Zara is
the delicate and lovely campanile of Santa Maria,
over six hundred years old. St. Grisogono, the
church of the city's patron saint, was in the hands of
workmen and could not be visited when I was in
Dalmatia.

Almost the whole of Zara is surrounded by water.
On the great walls of the ancient fortifications are
gardens, and from these gardens you look down on
quiet inlets of the sea. Old buildings, old walls and
gardens, tiny, medieval streets through which no
carriage ever passes, fountains, lion gateways,
painted boats lying on clear and apparently motion-
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